THE WONDERFUL ISLAND OF DO-AS-YOU-PLEASE. 


By Mrs. H. D. Ross. 


Oh, that was a wonderful journey I had 
To the far-away island, across the Dream 
Seas! 

There were all sorts of things there to make 
the heart glad, 

And little to fret you, in Do-As-You-Please. 

I *11 tell you about it; 

And why should you doubt it? 

This wonderful island of Do-As-You-Please. 

There were cookies and gingersnaps, dough¬ 
nuts and cakes; 

All sweet as the honey that’s made by the 
bees. 

There were candies and sugarplums, nuts, figs, 
and dates 

All over the island of Do-As-You-Please. 

There was no one to say, 

“You can’t eat them to-day.” 

But you had all you wanted in Do-As- 
You-Please. 

There were apples and oranges, peaches and 
pears, 

And apricots growing on all of the trees. 

You could eat all you wanted, for nobody cares 
In the wonderful island of Do-As-You- 
Please. 

Oh, ’t was pleasant to be, 

Across the Dream Sea, 

On the wonderful island of Do-As-You- 
Please! 

No doctor-men lived on this mystical ground, 
One never was troubled with pain or disease. 

And a medicine bottle has never been found 
On this magical island of Do-As-You-Please. 

No nurse holds your nose, 

Your hands, or your toes, 

While they dose you with mixtures in Do- 
As-You-Please. 

There were not any mamas or papas to bother, 
And no older brothers, or sisters to tease. 

There was no one to say: “Now be good 
to each other,” 

In the far-away island of Do-As-You-Please. 


When you knew you were right. 

And felt you must fight — 

There was no one to stop you in Do-As- 
You-Please. 

There were horns, drums, and whistles, and 
hoops to be rolled, 

And toys that would squeak when you gave 
them a squeeze. 

Oh, the noise you could make there! For 
nobody’d scold 

On the mystical island of Do-As-You-Please. 
And Santa Claus, gay, 

Comes around every day 
On the wonderful island of Do-As-You- 
Please. 

And the boys and girls living in these mys¬ 
tic lands, 

Which one visits only by crossing Dream 
Seas, 

Were never annoyed by scrubbing of hands 
Or washing of faces in Do-As-You-Please. 
And there, I declare, 

Was no combing of hair, 

In the far-away island of Do-As-You-Please. 

I was told by the natives I met on the isle 
That night never fell, in this country of ease, 

And you stayed up till morning, and played 
all the while, 

Never stopping for bedtime, in Do-As-You- 
Please. 

No one ever said, 

“You must be off to bed!” 

In the wonderful island of Do-As-You- 
Please. 

Now this is the tale of the wonderful trip 
I made to the island of Do-As-You-Please. 

And my little white bed was the magical ship 
That bore me in safety across the Dream 
Seas. 

But when I awoke, 

I found ’t was a joke,— 

That wonderful island of Do-As-You-Please. 
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